shone on the slow waves, and a strange, delicious emotion
overcame her.
One evening Bernard came and walked beside her, and
"beneath the poetry of the night the banality of their usual
conversation imperceptibly gave place to a more genuine
kind of talk. And it filled them with wonder to think they
should have been together all this time and never 'noticed
the similarity of taste and thought that they discovered
now.
She was walking rather slowly, and he adapted his pace
to hers. And every time he raised or lowered his head his
eyes were lost in the shadow of his hat or were suddenly
brilliant, gleaming in the moonlight. At such moments his
face had a fascinating pallor, and his shining eyes seemed
to be expressing even more intimacy than the words he
uttered.
They walked along in the shadow of the bushes which
threw a black edging all down the road. Now and again a
breath of wind would stir these and set up a faint rustling
of leaves, bringing with it waves of fragrance that filled
them with a sort of indolence in which speech became more
delicious, intimacy closer. And with every step they took
forward this intimacy seemed to become more firmly
established until they soon had the feeling that they had
known each other for ever.
A bend in the road separated them for a moment from
the others, and the illusion of being alone together enhanced
their intimacy.
When Jeanne went out next day she met Bernard again.
It seemed they were both bound for the post, so they walked
there together. Beyond the trailing thorn-bushes at either
side of the road were rows of white-washed villas, each
doorway boasting a little coloured plaque with the name
of a saint on it. In some of the villas lunch was already
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